The 7 ragedy 

He is frank vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are thecauie ofit. 

Ri. A vert nous and Chriltian-like concluGon, 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Cjlo' So doe I cuer being well aduifed , 

For had I curft, now I had curft my felfe. 

C«/TMaddam his M'aielty doth call for you : 

And for your noble grace, and you my Lord. 
fUj*. C atesbywe. come. Lords will you goe with vs ? 
Ri. Maddam,we will attend your grace. Exeunt Manet 
G/o. I doe thee w tong, arid fir ft began to braule, G/ 0 , 

1 he fecret mifehiefe that I let a broach, 

I lay vnto the greuious charge of others : 

Clarence i whom I indeed hauc layd in d arknefle: 

I doebeweepetoo many fimple gulls: 

Namely,tO IJajl inge ,Darbj,Buckinghafn, 

And fay it was the Quetne, and her allies. 

That ftrires the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and withall wifh me 
To be reuenged on Riuers , Vaughan , Gray , 

But then figb, and with a peece of Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euiJl: 

And thus I cloathe my naked villany 
.With old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when molt I play the diuell. 

But loft, here com es my e xecutioners. Enter execut to- 

How now my hardy from refolued mates, vers. 

Are yea not going to dilpatch this deed ? 

Exe. We arc my Lord .and cometo haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted. where he is. 

Glo.lt was well thought vpon.I haue it here about me. 
When yo.u haue done, repaire to Crosby.plaee, 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution: 

Withall,obdurate ,* doe not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is well (poken, and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you marke him. 
A^.Tufo/earenot my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
i alkers are no good doers be affured : 

We come to vie our hands,and not our tongues. 




of Richard the Third. 

C/o.Your eies drop milftdnes,when foolcseies droptv-ards 
I like you Lads, abour your bufinefle. ' Exettn » 

Enter Clarence Brokenbury. 

Pro. Why lookes your Grace (6 heauily to day • 
da. O I haue part a rr.iferablc night, 

So full of vgly fights, of gaftly dreames : ■ . d 

That as I am a Chriftian taithfulTman, 

I would not (pend another ftich a night, 

Thought' were to by a world of happy dayes. 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Aro.What was your dreamer I long to heare you tell it* 
Cla.Vit thought I was imbarkt for Burgundy, 

And in my company my- brother XJlocefier, 

Who from my Cabbifl tempted me to vvalke 
Vpon the hatches , there he lookes towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warresof Cor kg and LankaJlcr,- 
Thathad befallen vs : as we part along, 

Vpon the giddy footing ofthe Hatches, 

Methought that Gloccller (tumbled and in (tumbling 
Strooke me ( that thought to fray him ) ouerboord 
Into the tumbling billowesof the maine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought- what p r aine it waSto drowne, 
W hat dreadfull noy fe ofwater in mine eares ■, 

What afight of death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I law a thoufand fearefull Wrackes, 

Ten thoufand men that tidies gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of Gold , great Anchors, heapes of Pea tie , 
Ineflimabie (tones, vnualued Iewels- 
Somelay in dead mens f culls , andinVriofeholes 
W here eyes did once inhabit., there were crept 
As ifitfwere infeomeof eyes, refrefliflg gems 
W hich wade the fiimy bottome of the deepe. 

And mokt the dead bones that lay fcatred by, 

Broly. Had you ltichlealure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the lecrets of the deepe ? 

C la. Me thought I bad : for (till the enu’ious flood 
Kept in my foule , a.nd would not let it foorth, 

" okeepe the empty , vaft, and wandring a yre, 
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